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as if a silken, silvery curtain had been let
down; presently the little dots reached the
grass and began to crawl over it; and then
he saw that each of them was attached to
one of the fine threads; and he thought that
they were a colony of minute spiders, living
on the face of the rocks. He got up to see
this wonder close at hand, but the moment
he moved, the whole curtain was drawn up
with incredible swiftness, as if the threads
were highly elastic; and when he reached
the rock, it was as hard and solid as before,
nor could he discover any sign of the little
creatures. " Ah,1' he said to himself in the
dream, "that is the meaning of the living-
rock!" and he became aware, he thought,
that all rocks and stones on the surface of
the earth must be thus endowed with life,
and that the rocks were, so to speak, but
the shell that contained these innumerable
little creatures, incredibly minute, living,,
silken threads, with a small head, like boring
worms, inhabiting burrows which went far
into the heart of the granite, and each with
a strong retractile power.

I told this dream to a geologist the other
day, who laughed, " An ingenious idea," he
said, " and there may even be something ia